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K E F ACE 


F T E R expreſſing my gratitude to the public, 

H for the kind reception they have given to Miſs 
Honeycombe, and returning thanks to the perform- 
ers for their care and uncommon excellence in the 
repreſent ation, I did not think of adding any thing 
fu. ther by way of preface: but my publiſher inſiſts 
on the neceſſity of my ſaying ſomething in behalf of 
the piece, which, I think, ought to ſpeak for itſelf, 
and that my friend's ſcheme is much of the ſame co- 
lour with Bayes's practice of printing papers zo inf- 
nuate the plot into the boxes. It has been uſual with 
the writers of the French theatre, it is true, to tack 

examens of their plays, like a ſting or melius non tan- 
gere to the critics," to the tail of them. But why 
need an Engliſh author put himſelf to that trouble, 
when the learned and impartial gentlemen of the re- 
views are ſo ready to take it off his hands, unleſs it 
were, like Dryden, to turn the thunder of the cri- 
tic's own artillery againft himſelf, and to confute or. 
anticipate his cenſures, by proving the fable, cha- 
rafters, ſentiments, and language, to be excellent, 
or, if indeed there were ſome parts of it inferior 
to the reſt, ſuch parts were purpoſely underwritten, 
In order to ſet off the ſuperior to more advantage? 
This, indeed, Dryden has often done, and done ſo 
inimitably, that I ſhall not attempt it after him. 
, | To 


— — 
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To the gentlemen, therefore, above mentioned, the 


ſelf- impannelled jury of the Engliſh court of criti- 
ciſm, without challenge, I put myſelf on my trial, 
for the high crime of writing for the ſtage, truſting 
that their candour will ſend me a good deliverance. 
I could, indeed, in compliance with the requeſt 
of my publiſher, have obliged the public, by print- 
ing, entire, an original manuſcript, now in my poſ- 
ſeſſion, containing ſeveral ſtrictures on the following 
ſcenes; being no other than a letter from my mo- 
ther, occaſioned by the firſt night's repreſentation, 
which, like moſt other firſt nights, was nothing more 
than a public rehearſal, with ten thouſand fears and 
apprehenſions, that never attend a private one. The 


| good gentlewoman, hurt at the confuſion, and in 


pain for my ſucceſs, tells me with much warmgh, 
and as dogwatically as any male critic could poſſi- 
bly do, that ſhe is aſtoniſhed at my attempting to 
violate the received laws of the drama That the 


Cataſtrophe (that was really her word) is directly con- 


trary to all known rules That the ſeveral cha- 
racters, inſtead of being diſmiſſed, one by one, ſhould 
bave been induſtriouſly kept together, to make a 
bow to the audience at the dropping of the curtain 
hat, notwithſtanding any confuſion, crea- 
ted by the girl's whimſical paſſion for novels, in the 
courſe of the piece, all parties ſhould be perfectly 
xeconeiled to each other at laſt. Pally, having ma- 


nifeſted her affection for him, ſhould; to be ſure, 


have been married to Scribble, and the parents 
ſhould have been thoroughly, though ſuddenly, ap- 
peaſed by the declared reformation of both. Led- 
ger might, with much propriety, and great proba- 

| bility, 
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bility, have been diſpoſed of to the Nurſe : and the 

whole pieee, inſtead of concluding bluntly with a 
ſentence in proſe, ſhould have been tagged with a 

cotplet or two, and then every thing would have 
gone off ſmoothly and roundly, 4 la mode du thiatre. 

Having thus preſented the public with a ſmall 

ſpeeimen of my good mother”s talents for criticiſm, I 
ſhall not, by attempting to anſwer them, heap remarks 
upon remarks ; rather chuſing to leave her and all 
other criticks, male and female, to meditate on the 
following extract from Ben Jonſon; but muſt, at 
the fame time, defire not to be underſtood to take 
to myſelf that confidence, with which he preſumes 
to. ſpeak of his own abilities. 

% Though my Cataſtrophe may, in the ſtrict ri- 
« pour of comic law, meet with cenſure ; I deſire 
« the learned and charitable critic, to have ſo much 
«+ faith in me, to think it was done of induſtry : for, 
% with what eaſe F could have varied it nearer his 
” ſcale (but that I fear to boaſt my own faculty) I 
*, could here inſert.” To this quotation I ſhall add 
4 hott ſtory, and then conelude my preface with the 
remainder Arb letter. The ſtory is 
as follows: 

* A Loblem o- Madrid, being preſent at the Spa- 
nid comedy, fell aſleep during the firſt act, and ne- 
ver woke again till the end of the play. Then rub- 
bing his eyes, and obſerving his friends laughing at 


the hearty-nap he had taken, he cried out, How now ?_ 


Gentlemin { What! Is it ovin then? Are the Ators 
al matried F 
The rem ainder of the Letter is in theſe words: 
A chen I was che more alarmed at this 
„ unesſonable ittempt at novelty, leſt it mould pat 


« it 
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„it out of my power to preſerve my credit with 
% my worthy friend Mr. Luteſtring, the filk mer- 
« cer in Cheapſide. You know, Child, that juſt 
after you had informed me of Polly Honeycomb's 
« being in rehearſal, a late melancholy event put 
« the whole nation into deep mourning. The things 
« which I made up. three years ago, on, account of 
the death of the Princeſs of Orange, having ſince 
been uſed on ſeveral other occaſions, could, by no 
«« means be rendered capable of going through the 
.<« preſent mourning : a ſix months mourning ! quite 
%a thing impoſſible. This gave me ſome little un- 
eaſineſs, eſpecially as I had juſt got my Blues 
*«« Tabby cleaned for the winter's wear. However, 
I did not doubt but that, on the ſtrength of your 
*« Farce, my good friend Luteſtring would give me 
*« credit for two and twenty yards of Bombazine; 
„ to make me up a ſack and petticoat; and accord 
© ingly I went immediately up to his houſe. When 
„I got there, Mr. Luteſtring was not at home; but 
<< the young man very civilly deſired me to walk 
into the little parlour behind the ſhop, till his 
« maſter'a return, and there I found Mrs. Luteſtring, 
% who received me with her uſual good-nature. The 
% good woman was fitting alone (the two girls being, 
«« it ſeems, gone to ſee the.ſcaffolding in Weſtminſter 
Abbey) induftriouſly employed in making up her 
* own mourning ;. but her daughters gowns, juſt come 
„ from the Mantua-maker's, lay in the window; 
and black caps, black fans, black gloves, ' c. 
<< from the milliner's, were ſcattered careleſly about. 
c the table, together with three or four books, half- 
© bound, and a bulky pamphlet. Theſe I had the 


40 bee to examine, and found them to be, (tha! 
9 „ muck 
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* much thumbed, and in a greaſy condition, indeed, 
for the peruſal of ſuch fine ladies) the firſt volume 
« of the Adventures of Mr. Loveil, the third volume 
e of Betſy Thoughtleſs, the New Atalantis for the 
« year 1760, and the Catalogue of the Circulating 
e Library. The books I was too well acquainted. 
, with to be tempted to any further peruſal of them; 


but (on Mrs. Luteſtring's being called into the 


« ſhop to ſpeak to a particular cuſtomer) I made the 
er incloſed Extract from the Catalogue, which, as. it 
«. falls exactly in with your deſign, I now ſend for 
your conſideration, Heaven bleſs you, My Dear 
Child! and fend that your Farce may do ſome good 


“on the Giddy Girls of this Age! 


EF XT N 1A & . 


:  Ccompliſhed Rake, 
or the modern fine 
Gentleman 


Adventures of Miſs Polly 
_ B--ch—rd and Samuel 


'Tyrrel, os ; 
Adventures of Jerry Buck 


Adventures-of Dick Hazard. 


Adventures of Jack Smart 


Adventures of Lindamira, 


a Lady of. Quali 


t 
Adventures of Dav. Gals 


Adventures of a Turk - 


Adventures of Daphnisand- 


Chloe 


Adventures of Prince Cler-- 


mont &Mad. deRavezan 
Adventures of Mr. Loveil 
Adventures of Jo. Andrews 


Adventures of H. Murray 


b 18 of 


Adventures of a Rake 
Adventures of. a Cat 


Adventures of a Black Coat 
Adventures of Frank Ham- 


mond 

Adventures of Mr. George 
Edwards, a Creole 

Adventures of a Valet 
Adventures of Cpt. Green- 

land | 
Adventures of R. Random 
Adventures of Per. Pickle 
Adventures. of Ferdinand 

Count Fathom 


Agenor and Iſmena, or the 


War of the tender Paſ- 


10ns 


Amelia, by Mr. Fielding 


Amelia, or the Diſtreſſed 
e 


my. 


Amoars 
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Amours of Philander and 
Silvia, or Love-Letters 
between a Nobleman 
and his Siſter 
Amorous Friars, or the In- 
trigues of a Convent 
Anti-Gallican, or the Hi- 
ſtory and Adventures of 
Harry Cobham _ 
Anti-Pamela, or feigned 
Innocence detected 
Apparition, or Female Ca- 
valier, a Story founde 
on Facts | 
Auction 
Beauty put to its Shifts, 
or the Young Virgin's 
Rambles, being ſeveral 
Years Adventures of 
Miſs * in England 
and Portugal 
Bracelet, or the Fortunate 
Diſcovery; being theHi- 
ſtory of Miſs Polly * * * 
Brothers f 
Bubbled Knights, or ſuc- 
ceſsful Contrivances ; 
- plainly evincing, in two. 
familiar Inftances lately 
tranſacted in this Metro- 
polis, the Folly and Un- 
rea/cnablene/s of Parents 
laying a Reſtraint upon 
heir Childrens Inclinati- 
ons in the Affairs of Love 
and Marriag | 
Card 157 
Chiron, or the mental Op- 
tician 44 | 
' Chit-chat, or a Series of 
intereſting Adventures 
Chryſal, or the Adventures 


of a Guinea, with curĩ: 
ous Anccdotes 
Clariſſa, or the Hiſtory of 
a young Lady; compre- 
hending the moſt impor- 


tant Concerns of private 


Life, and particularly 
ſhewing the Diſtreſſes 
that may attend the Miſ- 
conduct both of Parents 
and Children in relation 
to Marriage 

Cleora, or the Fair Incon- 

ſtant; an authentic Hi- 
ſtory of the Life and 
Adventures of a Lady, 


lately very eminent in 


high Life 

Clidanor and Cecilia, & 
Novel, defigned as a 
Specimen of a Collecti- 
on, adapted to form the 
Mind to a jufi ay of 
thinking, and a proper 
Manner of  belaving in 
Lifz 

Clio, or a ſecret Hiſtory 

of the Amours of Mrs, 
S -n m 

Cry, a Dramatic Fable 

Dalinda, or the Double 
Marriage ſe 

Devil upon Crutches in 
Engl. or Night Scenes 
in London | 4 


| Emily, or the Hiſtory of 


a Natural Daughter 
Fair Adultereſs 
Fair Moralift 
Fair Citizen, or the Adven- 


tures of Charl. Bellmour 


Fanny, or the Amouts of 2 
; Welt- 
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* Country young La- 


F ale Foundling ; ſhew- 
ing the happy Succeſs of 
conſtant Love, in theLife 
of MademoiſelleD=-R=- 

Female Rambler, or Adven- 

tures of M. Janeton de**®* 

Female Baniſhment, or the 

Woman Hater 

Female Falſhvod g 

Fortunate Villager, or Me- 
moirs of Sir A. Thomſon 

Fortune: teller, or the Foot- 


man ennobled 


Friends, a /entimenral hiſtory 


Gentleman and Lady of 


Pleaſure's Amuſement, 
in 88. Queſtions, . with 
their Anſwers, on Love 
and Gallantry; to which 
. are added, the Adven- 
- tures of Sophia, with the 
- Hiſtory of Frederic and 
Caroline | 
Henrietta 05 
Hiſtory of Charlotte Villars 
Hiſtory of Miſs Kitty N——, 
containing her Amours 
and Adventures in Scot- 
land, Ireland, Jamaica, 
and England 
Hiſtory of Barbaroſſa and 
Pollyana 
Hiſtory of Two Perſons of 
-Qualiry - 
Hiſtory of Lavinia Rawlins 
Hiſtory of 'Two Orphans, 


Hiſtory of Henry Seanikt 


Eſq; and Mits Charlotte 


Evelyn; wich ſoms cri 


a 
tical Remarks on comit 
8 Actors, by Mrs. Charke 
Hiſtory of Benj. St. Martin, 
a fortunate Foundling - 
Hiſtory of the Life and Ad- 
ventures of Mr. Ander- 
ſon | 
Hiſtory of Honoria, or the 
Adventures of a young 
Lady; interſperſed wi 


- the Hiſtory of Emilia, 


Julia, and others 
Hiſtory of Betty Barnes 
Hiſtory of Jemmy and Jen» 
1 ny Jeſſar 

iſtory of Dicky Gotham, 

and Doll Cl: 


Hiſtory of Fanny Seymour 


Hiſtory of Sophia Shakes 
ſpear | 
Hiſtory of SirCharlesGran« 

diſon | | 
Hiſtory of a young Lady 
of Diſtinction 
Hiſtory and Adventures of 
Frank Hammond 


Hiftory of Jaiper Banks _ 


Hiftory of) Trueman, Eſg; 
and Miſs Peggy Williams 


Hiſtory of Sir Harry Herald 


and Sir Edw. Haunch 
Hiſtory of Will Ramble, a 
Libertine AT 
Hiſtory of Miſs Polly Willis 
Hiſtory of my own Life 
Hiſtory of Lucy Wellers 
Hiſtory of a Fair Greek, 
who was taken out of a 
Seraglio at Conſtanti- 
nople 8 75 
Hiſtory of Hai Ebor Vok 
dhan, an Indian Prince 
Hiſtory 
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Hiſtory of the human Heart, 
or Adventures of a young 
. Gentleman. 


Hiſtory of Charlotte Sum- 


mers. | 
Hiſtory. of Cornelia 
Hiſtory of Tom Jones, a 
Foundlin 


Hiſtory of Tom Jones in 


his married State 
Hiſtory of two. modern Ad- 


_ venturers 


Hiſtory of Sir Roger, and 


his Son Joe 
Hiſtory of Miſs Sally Sa- 
| Hiſtory of Mira, Daughter 
of Marcio 


Hiſtory of Miſs Betfy 
Thoughtleſ 

Hiſtories of ſome of the Pe- 
nitents in the Magdalen. 
Houſe 

Jilts, or Female Fortune 
hunters 

Impetuous Lover, or the 
Juiltleſs Parricide, ſhew-- 


may run, and the extreme 
Rolly of forming ſchemes: 
for Futurity. 
5 — +17 para 7 
Journey every Stage 
of Life | 
JuvenileAdventures of Da-. 
vid Ranger, Eſq; . 


Hiſtory of Amanda, by a. Juvenile Adventures of Miſs . 


young Lady 
Hitory of a Woman. of 


Quality, or the Adven- 


tures of Lady Frail _ 
Hiſtory of Pompey the 


Little, or the Adven- 


tures of a Lap Dog 


Hiſtory of Willielmina Su- 


ſannah Dormer 
Hiſtory of Porcia 


Hiſtory of the Counteſs of 


Hiſtory of Ophelia 
Hiſtory of the Marchioneſs 
de Pompadour, Miſtreſs: 


to the French King, and 


firſt Lady of Honour to 
the Queen | 
Hiſtory of Tom Fool _ 
- Hiſtory of the Intrigues and 
Ga//antries of Chriſtiana 
Queen of Sweden 


History of Jack Connor 


Kitty Fiſher. 


Lady's Advocate, or Wit 


and Beauty a Match for 
Treachery and Incon-- 
ſtancy; containing a Se- 
ries of Gallantries, In-- 
trigues, and Amours, . 
fortunate and ſiniſter ; - 
Quarrels and Reconcili- 
ations between Lovers; 
conjugal Plagues and 

Comforts, Vexations and 

Endearments; with many 


remarkable Incidents & 


Adventures, the Effects 
of Love and Jealouſy, 
Fidelity and Inconſtan- 


= 
Ladies Tales 


Life and Adventures of 


Miranda | 
Life's Progreſs, or the Ad- 
ventures of Natura 
Life 


ing to what Lengths Love 
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Life and Adventures of Joe 
Thompſon 4 
Life of Harriot Stuart 


Life of Patty Saunders 


Life = Hiſtory of a Pil- 


wx” Adventures of So- 

tre | 

Life of Corporal Bates, a 
- broken-hearted Soldier 

Life and Adventures of 
Coll- Jack 

Life and Adventures of 
James Ramble, Eſq; 

Life of Charles Osborn, 
Eſq; 

Life of Mr. John Van 

Life and Opinions of 
Miſs Sukey Shandy, of 
Bow -Street, Gentlewo- 
man 

Love and Friendſhip, or the 
Fugitive 

Lydia 

Marriage A& 

Memoirs of the Counteſs 
of Berci 

Memoirs of Fanny Hill 

1 2 of a Man of Qua- 

Mlemoirs of the Life of 
John Medley, Eſq; 

Memoirs of a Coxc 

Memoirs of the Shake- 
ſpear's-Head Tavern 

Memoirs of the celebrated. 

Memoirs of B—— Tra- 


cey 

Memoirs of Fidelio and 
Harriot 

Memoirs of Sir Thomas 


Hughſon and Mr. Jo- 
ſeph William 

Memoirs of an Oxford 
Scholar 

Memoirs of a young Lady 
of Quality 

Memoirs of the noted 
Buck-horſe 

Memoirs of a certain Iſland 

Memoirs of a May of Plea- 
ſure 

Memoirs of a young Lady 
of Family 

Memoirs of Sir Charles 
Goodville ? 

Modern Characters illu- 
ſtrated by Hiſtories 

Modern Lovers 

Modern Story- Teller 

Mother : | 

Mother-in-Law | 

New Atalantis for the Yea 
One thouſand _ hun» 
dred and fifty-ei 

New Atalantis for Ge Year 
One thouſand ſeven hun- 
dred and fifty-nine 

New Atalantis for the Year 
One thouſand ſeven hun: 
dred and fixty 

Nominal Husband 

Pamela 

Polydore and 1 

Proſtitutes oy 
' Adultery a la ed be. 
ing authentic and genuine 
Memoirs of ſeveral Per- 
= of the highe/t Quali- 


13 
Revolutions o 


Rival - «Fa 


- 


Roſafinda, 


Schoof, of Woman, 6 1 Me- 
moirs of Conflatitia 4 
in, in which many new 


and entertaining Cha- 
racters are introduced 
iſters c 
kimmer 

Sopha 


Spy on Mother Midaight, 
or F=— 5 Adventures 


Stage-Coach 


* * 


&c. 
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Temple Beau, or the Town 
Rakes 
Thestre of Love; a Col- 
leckion of Novels BY 
Tree Anti- Pamela 
Widow of the Wood 
Zadig, or the Book of Fate 
Zara and the Zarazians 
Zulima, or Love 
&c. e. fc, Ne. 
Sc. Sc. Se. Oc. 
Se. fc, Sec. Oc. 
Oe. 


Se. 
Se. 
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The total ſum of ev'ry dear dear Chapter. 


PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. KING. 


El-, in days of yore, from Spain or France 
Came a dread Sorcereſs ; her name, RoMANCE, | 


O'er Britain's 1/le her wayward ſpells She caſt. 


Aud Common Senſe in magick chain bound aft. 


In mad Sublime did each fond Lover woe, 

And in Heroicks ran each Billet-Doux: wy 

High Deeds of Chivalry their ſole Delight, 

Each Fair a Maid Diſtreſt, each Swain a Knight, 

Then might Statira Orondates /ee, 

At Tilts and Tournaments, arm'd Cap-a-pte, 

She too, on Milk-white Palfrey, Lance in hand, 

A Dwarf to guard her, pranc'd about the land. 
This Fiend to quell, his favord Cervantes row, 

A truſty Spaniſh Blade, Toledo true : 

Her Taliſmans and Magick Wand he bro 

Knights, Genii, Caſtle.vaniſb a into ſmoke, 
But now, the dear delight of later years, 


The younger Siſter of ROMANCE afpears : 


Leſs ſolemn is her air, her drift the ſame, 

And Novel her enchanting, charming, Name. 
Roux c- might ftrike our grave Forefather's pomp, 
But NoveL for our Buck and lively Romp ! ? 
Caſfſandra's Folios now no longer read, 

See, Two Neat Pocket Volumes in their flead ! 

And then ſo ſentimental 7s the Stile, 

So chaſte, yet Jo bewitching all the while ! 

Plot, and elopement, paſſion, rape, and rapture, 


1 


*Tis 


p R OIL O Gx. 
'Tis ot ele, the Small-Tolt and the Smart, 


J NoveL moſt beguiles the Female Heart, © 
| Miſs reads —fhe melts—fhe fighs—Love fteals upon her 


4m 
& t Thus of our Polly having ligbrly ſpoke, 
% Now for our Author !/—but without a joke. S355 


« Have laid this Bantling at a certain door, & 
„ Where, lying flore of faults, they'd fain By more; 


% The Wits.and Journali, who nt'er fibbd before, | ; 


„Ia declare it, as a ſerious truth, 


&« Jus the firſt fully of a fimple Youth, 
4 Caught and deluded by our harlot plays. 
1 Then cruſh not in the ſhell this infant Bayes ! 


* Exert your favour to a young Beginner, 


% Nor uſe the Arg yg e 0 N a. 


1 Theſe Lies were added by Mr. Garrick, on TA 
being reported, that he was the Author of this Piece : 
and, oe humorous and poetical, contain. as 
grit Matter of F act a as the dulleſ Proſe, # 
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| POLLY HONEYCOMBE, 


A Dramatic NovEI of one Acr. 
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tn Hpartment in Feen. 
Port, colts s Boot in ber Hand, | 


Pol. ON ſaid, Sir . * 

man l But ſo “ With theſe words 
« the enraptured baronet [reading] concluded his 
declaration of love.” —So !-—** Nut what heart can 
< imagine, [reading]. what tongue deſeribe, or what 
<« pen delineate, the amiable confuſion. of Emilia??? 
Well! now for it!“ Reader, if thou art a. 
« courtly reader, thou haſt ſeen at polite tables, iced 
« cream erĩmſoned with raſberries; or, if thou art 
<6. an-uncourtly reader, thou haſt ſeen the roſy fin- 
« gered morning, dawning in the golden eaft;?” — 
Dawning in the golden eaſt . Very pretty 


2 vo haſt ſeen, perhaps, reading] the artificial. 
4 ermilion on the cheeks of Cora, or the vermili- 


ad 1 As nature on thoſe of Sykvia; thou haſt ſeen 
„ in a word, the lovely face of Emilia was over- 
« Tpread with bluſhes.”----This is a moſt beautiful 
paſſage, I proteſt! Well, a novel for my money! 
Lord, lord, my ſtupid papa has no taſte. He has 

| . * B a DN” no 0 


2 POLLY Wan. 
no notion of humour, and character, the ſenſibĩ· 


lity of delicate feeling. [af2&edh} And then mama, 
—but where was If—Oh here “ Overſpread 


& with bluſhes. [reading] Sir George, touched at her 
« confuſion, gently ſeized her hand, and ſoftly 
„ prefling it to his boſom, [a#ing it as ſhe reads] 
„ where the pulſes of his heart beat quick, throb- 
bing with tumultuous paſſion, in a plaintive tone 


te of voice breathed out, Will you not anſwer me, 


Emilia? Tender creature! —-<* She, half 
6 raiſing [reading and acting] her downcaſt eyes, and 
« half inclining her averted head, ſaid in faultering 
« accents—Yes, Sir!“ Well, now I—“ Then gra- 
<« dually recovering, with jneffable ſweetneſs, ſhe 
“ prepared to addreſs him; when Mrs. Tenkin/on 
© bounced into the room, threw down a ſet of china 
.* in her hurry, and ſtrewed the floor with porce- 
« lain fragments: then turning Emilia round and 
* round, whirled her out of the apartment in an in- 
«« ſtant, and ſtruck Sir George dumb with aſtoniſh- 
« ment at her appearance. She raved ; but the ba- 
* -ronet i his accuſtomed Effrontery—— 


| Enter N us E. 
| Polly. Oh, Nurſe, I am glad to ſee TE 
and how —— | 


"" Nurſe, Well, Chicken! | 
. Polly. Tell me, tell me all this inftant. Did you 


e him? Did you give him my letter? Did he 
write? Will he come? Shall I ſee him? Have 
you got the anſwer in your pocket? Have you 
Nurſe. Bleſſings on her, how her tongue runs! 
_ "Polly. Nay, but come, dear N urſee, tell me, what 


did he ſay? 4 
0 N Nurſe. 


=, thouſand times, and— | 
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Nurſe. Say ? why he took the letter 8 
Polly. Well! | 
Nur/e. And kiſs'd it a HG times, and read 
© Polhj.. Oh charming! ; 
| Nurſe. And ran about the room, * bleſt himſelf, 
and, heaven preſerve us, curſt himſelf, and 

Polly. Very fine! very fine! 

Nurſe: And'vowed he was the moſt miſerable crea- 
ture upon earth, and the happick n man ir the world, 
and 

Polly. Prodigiouſly fine ! excellent! my dear, dear 
Nurſee ! [k;/ing her] come, give me the letter. 

Narſe. Letter, Chicken! what letter? [enth.] 


Poly. The anſwer to mine. Come then! Lin 


Me. J have no letter. He had ſuch Can to. 
write, by my en 7 COU ä 


Poly. Pſhah! J 


" Nurſe: How ſoon you're affronted now ! he ſaid 


| he'd ſend it ſome time to-day. 
Piolhy. Send it ſome time to-day !—I wonder now, 


Tas if muſing] how- le will convey it. Will he 
ſqueeze it, as" ke did the laſt, into the chicken- 
"Houſe in the garden? Or will he write it in Temon- 
Juice; and ſend it in a book, like blank- paper? Or 
will he throw it into boy ROOT, incloſed in an o- 
* Or will he | 
Nurſe. Heavens bleſs my whata Aero ſhe has 
Polly. T have not read fo many books for nothing. 
Novels, Nurſee, novels! A novel is the only thing 
to teach a girl life, and the way of the world, and 
elegant fancies, and love to the end of the chapter. 
Nurſe. Yes, yes, you are always reading your 
imple ſtory-books: The Ventures of Fack this, and 
B 2 the 
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the hiftory of Beth tother, and Sir Humphrys, and 
women with hard-chriſtian names. You had better 
read your prayer-book, Chicken. 

Pelly. Why, ſo I do; but I'm reading this now 
[ Lacking into the book] * She raved, but the baronet'“ 
I really think I love Mr. Scribble as well as Emi- 
lia did Sir George. Do you think, Nurſee, I ſhould 
have had ſuch a good notion of love ſo early, if I had 
not read Novels ?-—Did not I make a conqueſt of 
Mr. Scribble in a fingle night at a dancing? But my 
croſs papa will hardly ever let me go out.— And then, 
I know life as well as if I had been in the Beau 
Monde all my days. I can tell the nature of a maſ- 
querade as well as if I had been at twenty. I long 


flulling gallery, or a ſang: party, a little way out of 
town, in a poſt · chaiſe and then, I have ſuch a 
head full of intrigues and contrivances! Oh, Nur- 
ſiee, a novel is the only thing. 
Murſe. Contrivances! ay, marry, you have need 
contrivances. Here are your papa and mama fully 
reſolved to marry you to young Mr. Zedger, Mr. Si- 
mean the rich Jew's wife's nephew, and all the while 
your head runs upon nothing but Mr. Scribble. 
_ .., Pally, A fiddle-ſtick's end for Mr. Ledger / I tell 
| | what, Nurſee. Pl marry Mr. Scribble, and not marry 
Mr. Ledger, whether papa and mama chuſe it or no. 
And how do vou think P11 enn | 
Poly. Why, don't you know ? 
Nurſe. No, indeed.  _ 
Polly. And can't you gueſs ? 
Nurſe, No, by my troth, not I. 


Poly. 


Dor a mobbing ſcheme with Mr. Scribble to the two 
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Poly. O lord, it's the commoneſt thing in the 
worn, I intend. to elope.- | 

Mae. Elope! Chicken, what's that? 

Polly. Why, in the vulgar phraſe, run away. 
that's all. 

Nurſe, Mercy on us !-——run away! 
Polly. Yes, run away, to be ſure. Why there's no- 
thing in that, you know. Every girl elopes, when 
her parents are obſtinate and ill- natur'd about mar- 
rying her. It was juſt ſo with Bet T, "homp/or and 
Sally Wilkins,.and Clarinda, and Leonora in the hiſto- 
ry of Dick Careleſs, and Fulia in the adventures of 
Tom Ramble, and fifty others Did not they all e- 
lope? and ſo will I too. I have as much right to 
elope, as they had, for I have as much love, and as 
much ſpirit as the beſt. of them. 

Nurſe. Why, Mr. Scribble's a fine man to be fre, 


@ gentleman every inch of him! 
Polly. So heis, a dear charming man !---W11l you | 


elope too, Nurſee? 

Nurſe. Not for the varſal world. Suppoſe now, 
Chicken, your papa and mama 

Polly. What care I for papa and mama? Have 
not they been married: and happy long enough ago? 
and are not they ſtill coaxing, and fondling, and 
kiſſing each other all the day long? Where's my 
dear love, [mimicking] My beauty? ſays papa, hob- 
bling along with his crutch-headed cane, and his 


old gouty legs: Ah, my ſweeting, my precious Mr. 


Honeycombe, d' ye love your noun dear wife? ſays ma- 
ma; and then they ſqueeze their hard hands to each 
other, and their old eyes twinkle, and they're as 
loving as Derby and Joan —eſpecially if mama has 
1 a cordial or two Eh! Nurſee! 

1 Nurk, 


— 


6 1 Honz rcon 5 


Nurſe. Oh fie, Chicken! 

Polly. And then perhaps, 3 in comes my utter aver · 
Gon, Mr. Ledger, with his news from the change, 
and his Change-alley wit, and his thirty per cent. 
[mimicking] and ſtocks have riſen one and a half and 
three eighths.——.Þ'1l tell ye what, Nurſee l they 
would make fine characters for a novel, all three of 
them. 

Nurſe. Ah, you're a graceleſs bird! But I muſt 
go down ſtairs, and watch if the coaſt's clear, in caſe 
of a letter. 

Pelh. Could not you go to Mr. Scribble's again 
after it ? 

Nir/e. Again indeed, Mrs. Het upon't ! 

Polly. Do now, my dear Nurſee, pray do! and 
call at the circulating library, as you go along, for 
the reſt of this novel The hiſtory of Sir George True- 
man and Emilia---and tell the bookſeller to be ſure 
to ſend me the Britiſb Amazon, and Tom Faddle, and 
the reſt of the new novels this winter, as ſoon as e- 
ver they come out. 

-* Narſe. Ah, Piſe « on your naughty novels! I ſay. 

[ Exit. 
Polly. Ay, go now, my dear Nurſee, go, there's a 
good woman! What an old fool it is! with her 
piſe on it---and fie, Chicken---and no, by my troth 
== nimicking]— Lord! what a ſtrange houſe I live 
in! not a ſoul in it, except myſelf, but what are all 
queer animals, quite droll creatures. There's papa 
and mama, and the old fooliſh Nurſe. [ Re-enter 
Nurſe with a band box.] Oh, Nurſee, what brings 
you back ſo ſoon? What have you got there ? 
' Nurſe. Mrs. Commode's prentice is below, and has 
brought home your vow cap and ruffles, Chicken! 
828285 Polly, 
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the later.) Oh, dear, fveet Mr, Scribble! Lan. 
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Polly. Let me ſee—let me ſee—[opening the Box.] 
Well, I ſwear this is a mighty pretty cap, a ſweet 
pair of flying lappets! Aren't they, Nurſee? Ha! 
what's this? [looking into the box. ]--Oh charming | 
a letter! did not I tell you ſo? Let's ſee—let's 
ſee — (opening the letter haftily—it contains three or four 
Seeta) © Joy of my ſoul, only hope,—eternal 
„ bliſs, —[ dipping into different places. The cruel 
« blaſts of coyneſs and diſdain blow out the flame of 
« love, but then the virgin breath of kindneſs and 
«« compaſſion blows it in-again.” —Prodigious pret · 
ty F is'nt it, Nurſee? ¶ turning over the liaves.] 
Nurſe. Ves, that is pretty, but what a deal thers 
is on't! It's an old ſaying and a true one, the more 
there's ſaid the leſs there's done, Ah, they wrote 
other gueſs ſort of letters, when I was a girl! [while 
foe talks Polly reads. 
Polly. Lord, Nurſee, if it was not for novels and 
love-letters, a girl would have no uſe for her writing 


and reading.—But what's here? [reading.] Poetry! 


— © Well may I cry out ou Alonzo in the Re- 
* 2 

«: —Where didf thou fia thiſe eyes ? From heaven ? | 
% Thou didft, and "tis religion to adore them !” 
Excellent! oh! he's a dear man! 

Nurſe. Ay, to be ſure! ——But you forget your 
letter-carrier below, ſhe'll never bring you another, 

if you don't ſpeak to her kindly. | 

Polly. Speak to her! why I'll give her fixpence, 
woman! Tell her I am coming.—I will but juſt read 
my letter over five or ſix times, and go to her, Oh, 
he's a charming man! [teading.] Very fine ! very 
pretty He writes as well as Bob Lowvelace—- kiffing 
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Hon rcon: and Mrs. Hon TOR at breakfof = | 
Hong rcon reading the news-paper. 
Mrs. Hen. My dear! [peeviſely.]: 

Hon. What d' ye ſay, my love? [ill reading. ] 

Mrs, Hon. Vou take no notice of me.—Lay by that 
filly paper put it down come then drink * 
tea. - Vou dont love me now. 

Hon. Alv! my beauty! fler very fondly.]- 

Mrs. Hen. Do you. love your own dear wife ** 
Lende. ! 

Hen. Dearly.She knows Ldo. Don't you, my 
beauty 2. 
| Mrs. Hon. Ah, you're a dear, e 
and kiſſing him.) He does love her---and he's her own: 
husband---and-ſhe loves him moſt dearly and tender-- 

1y---that ſhe does. ¶ Ai Ang him. ] 

Hon. My beauty! I have a piece of news for you. 

Mrs. Hon. What is it? my ſweeting! 

Hon. The paper here ſays, that young Tom Sea-- 
ton, of Alderſgate-Street,. was married yeſterday at 
Bow-Church, to Miſs Fairly of Cornbill. 

Mrs. Hon.. A Naanting,, Baring huſſy !. ſhe a buſ- 
band !.-- 

Hen. But what does my beauty think of her ownp 
daughter? | 

Mrs. Hon. Of our Poly? ſweeting! Za 

Hon. Ay, Polly: What fort of a wife d'ye think 
ſhe H make? my love 1---I concluded every 3 
with Mr. Simeon „ expect Mr. Ledger 
ny minute. | 

_ Mrs. Hon. Think, my ſweetings why, I think, 
If the loves him half & well as I do my own dear man 

that 


, 
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Wat ſhe' Il never ſuffer him out of ber-fight--that ſhe Il 


Took at him with pleaſure - ¶ ibey both ogie fondly. J=- -. 
ant love khim--and kiſs him---and fondle him---oh, 


my dear, it's impoſſible 9 
Ln and Fondling.) 


Bi haven 
_ Ledger. Heyday ! what now, good folks, FOR 


now ? Are you ſo much in arrear ? ar are you pay- 


ing off principal and intereſt both at once? _ 
Hon, My dear!—-Confider——Mr. Ledger 18 
_ Mrs, Hon, What ſignifes Mr. Ledger ?—He i 
one of the family, you know, my ſwetting! t 
Letper. Ay, ſo I am, never mind me—never nnd 
me. Tho by the bye, I ſhould be glad of ſome- 
body to make much of me too. Where's Mia Polly 2 
"Hen. Tae right---that's right. .—Here, Jer. 


Enter Jonx. 


* <> 


Jo. In her own room, . Libris 
9 => PI? 
while Mr. Ledger ſtays, I am not at home to any 
body elſe. [Lie John. 

Ledger. Not at home !---are thoſe your ways ? If 
4xma«.$0 give {nek.q mellige.to my fervany, I;Hax's 


FF 


ir? what can ſhe be about? My beauty, do 


Rep yourſelf, and ſend her here immediately. 
a ee ie] 
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Mrs... Hon, Why not now. 1 will. [ kiſſing, him.] 
Fe bye, love. - Mr. kau. your pane 1 — 
Bye, deareſt! - 3 Laut. 
Hen. Ha! 1 lee, Mr, Ledger ! you ſee what 
you are to come to- but I beg pardon -I quite for- 
got have you breakfaſted ? 

Ledger. Breakfaſted! ay, four hours ago, and done: 
an hundred tickets ſince, aver a diſh of coffee, at 
| Garrayway' $.—Let me ſee; [pulling out his watch.]- 

Vlefs my foul, it's eleven o'clock ! I wiſh Miſs would 
come.---It's transfer-day.---I muſt be at the bank. 
before twelve,, without fail. 
He. Oh, here ſhe comes. ¶ Enter pol x 7 
Come, child! where have you been all this . 
Well, Sir, III leave you . - Polly, you yau 
— ha! ha! ha! * ſeryane, 2 
. 1 1 


fPoity and L;upors: 8 Hand at 4 great” 
diftlante from each other.) 
Polly. [Afide.] What a monſter of a man 1---What 
will the frightful creature ſay to me ?---I am now, 
tor all the world, juft in the ſituation of poor Clari/- 
/s,--—-and the wretch is ten times uglier (a 
Himel. 7 | 
8 * Well, Mis: 
Polhj. {Afide.] He ſpeaks! a ſhall I ** bin 
—— have a little port with kim. -I will. . 
---Pl1 indulge myſelf with a few airs of diſtant flir. 
tation at firſt; and then treat him Ike à dog. III 
uſe him worſe than Nancy Howe ever did Mr. Hil- 
man. Pray, Sir, co Ledger. Did e =_— 
the hiſtory of Emilia?” 
* Ledger, Jot I. , not Il have no «hh to: 


* — 
A 


. 
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think of ſuch things, not J. ---T hardly ever read any 
thing, except the Daily Advertiſer, or the lit at 

48———- nor write neither, except its my name 
now and.then.---I keep a dozen clerks for nothing 
in the world elſe but to write. | 

Polly. A dozen clerks !---Prodigious! © 

Ledger. Ay, a dozen clerks. Buſineſs muſt be 
done, ' Miſs !---We have large returns, and the ba- 
lance muſt be kept on the right fide, you know. | 
In regard to laſt year now---Our returns from the firſt 
of January to the laſt of December, fifty-nine, were 
to the amount of ſixty thouſand pounds ſterling. We 
clear upon an average, at the rate of twelve per cent. 

Caft up the twelves in ſixty thouſand, and you may 
make a pretty good gueſs at our net profits, 

Polly. Net profits! 

\ Ledger. Ay, Miſs, net profits. — al Led- 
yer are names as well known, as any in the Alley, 
and good for as much at the bottom of a piece of 
paper. But no matter for that you myſt 
know that I have an account to ſettle with you, - 4 
Miſs,---You're on the debtor _ in my Nt I ; 
can tell you, Miſs. 

Poly. I in your debt, Mr. . 

Ledger. Over head and ears in my debt, Miſs! 

Polly. I hate to be in debt of all things---pray let 
me diſcharge you at once---for I can't endure to be 
dunn'd. , 

Ledger. Not ſo faſt, Miſs! 1 not b faſt. Right rec- 
koning makes long friends.---Suppoſe now we ſhould 
compound this matter, and ftrike a balance in fa- 
vour of both parties. | | 
Poll. How @'ye mean? Mr. Ledger ! | 

oe Why then in plain Engliſh, Miſs, I love 

vou 


— — 
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you----Pll marry you----My uncle Simeon. and Mr, 
Honeycombe have ſettled the matter between them 
AI am fond. of the match---and hope BE. are the 
fame There's the Sum Total. 
Poly. Lord, this is ſo ſtrange! Beſides, is it poſ- 
fible that I can have any charms for Mr. Ledger ? 
Lazer. Charms! Miſs ; you are all over charms. 
| =o] like you---I like your perſon, your family, your. 
fortune---I like you altogether---The omniums--- 
Eh, Miſs !---I like the omniums---and don't cars 
bow large a premium I give for them. 
_ Polly. Lord, Sir! 
Ledger. Come, Miſs, let's both ſet * our hands t to 
it, and ſign and ſeal the agreement, without loſs of 
time, or hindrance of buſineſs, 


Polly. Not ſo. faſt, Sir, not ſo faſt,---Right "hy | 


| Koning makes long friends, you know—Mr. Ledger / 
Lager. Miſs! 
. Fah. After ſo explicit and polite a declaration on 


your part, you will expect, no doubt, Ree ſuitable 


returns on mine, da 


Leger. To be ſure, Miſe, to be den. 4 


let's examine the per contra. | 
Polly. What you have aid, Mr. Ledger, has, I 
take it for granted been very fincere. _ 
— Ledger. Very ſincere, upon my credit, Min! 
Polhy. For my part then, I muſt declare, Ae 
nnwillingly—— | 
Ledger. Out with it, Miſs! Rey 
| 4 That the paſſion I aun for you is e- 
abe. Oh braven | 
523 Aer more ban. 
2 dt KNV e 
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Ledger. Thank you, Miſs; ces) 
Pally. Hate and detet —— 


or 


Ledker. How! How!, 1 


Polly. Loath and-abhor you 
Tedger. What! what! 
Polly. Your ſight is ſhocking to me, your conver- 


ation odious, and your paſſion contemptible—— 


Ledger. Mighty well, Miſs; mighty well! | 

Polly. You are a vile book of arithmetic; a table of 
pounds, ſhillings, and pence---You are uglier than 
a figure of eight, and more tireſome than the multi- 
plication table.---There's:the Sum Total, 

Ledger. Fleſh and blood —— 

Polly. Don't talk to RW along---Or if you 
don't leave the room, I will. N 
Ledger. Very ſine, very — Miſs! Mr. Honey 
combe ſhall know this. | [ Exit. 


Pol x alone. 


Ha hal ha! — There he goes !—Ha! ha hal 
I have out- topped them all- Miſs Howe, Narci/- 


, Clarinda, Polly Barnes, Sophy Willis, and all of 


them. None of them ever treated an odious fellow 
with half ſo much fpirit.---This would make an ex- 
cellent chapter in a new novel. But here comes 


papa---In a violent paſſion, no doubt.---No matter 
Alt will only furniſh materials for the next chapter. 


Euter HonEYCoOMBE. 


-Hon. What is the meaning, Miſtreſs Polly, of this 
extraordinary behaviour ? How dare you treat Mr. 
Ledger ſo ill, and behave ſo undutifully to your papa 
and mama ?—— You are a ſpoilt child---Your mama 
and I have been too . of you But have a care, 

C young 
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young Madam! mend your conduct, or * may be 
ſure, we'll make you repent on't. 

Polly. Lord, papa, how can you be ſo angry with 
me? I am as dutiful as any girl m the world. 
But there's always an uproar in the family a- 
bout marrying the daughter, and now 7 I muſt ſuf- 
fer in my turn. 

Han. Hark ye, Mifs l Why did not On re- 
ceive Mr. Ledger as your lover? 

- Polly. Lover !-—Oh, dear papa!-—He has no more 
of a lover about him —— He never ſo much as caſt 
one languiſhing look towards me; never once preſt 
my hand, or ſtruck his breaſt, or threw himſelf at my 
feet, or Lord, I read ſuch a delightful declarati- 
on of love in the new novel this morning ! firſt, Papa, 
Sir George Trueman ä 
Hon. Devil take Sir George Trueman 3 
curſed novels have turned the girl's head —— Hark 
ye, huſly ! ! I could almoſt find in my heart to] ſay, 
hufly, isn't Mr. Ledger a husband of your papa and 
mama's providing? and ar'n't they the propereſt per- 
ſons to diſpoſe of you ? 

Polly. Diſpoſe of me! See there now Why. you 
have no notion of theſe things, Papa | —— Your 
head's ſo full of trade and commerce, that you would 
_ diſpoſe of your daughter like a piece of merchandiſe, 
—But my heart is my own property, and at nobody's 
diſpoſal but my own. —— Sure you would not conſign 
me, like a bale of filk, to Ledger and Co, ---Eh: 
papa 

Hon. Her impudence amazes me.---Hark ye, buſ- 
; iy, you're an undutiful ſlut—— 

Polly. Not at all undutiful, papa But I hate 
Mr. Ledger. I can't endure the fight of him 
| Hon. 


ſight 


Nen HonzeycomMns. | - vet oy 
Hon. This is beyond all patience.—=—Hark ye, 
huſſy, Pl 
Polly. Nay more; to tell + you the- whole truth, my 
heart is devoted to another. I have an inſuperable 
paſſion for him; and nothing ſhall ſhake * affection 
for my dear Mr. Scribble. 8 
Hon. Mr. Scribble !- Who's Mr, Scribble ? —— 
Hark. ye, huſſy, I'll turn you out of doors.--Pll 
have you confin'd to your chamber——Get out of my 
PI have you lock'd up this inſtant. 
Polly. Lock'd up! I thought ſo. Whenever a poor 


girl refuſes to marry any horrid creature, her parents 
provide for her, then ſhe's to be lock'd up immedi. 


ately. Poor Clariſſa poor Sephy Weſtern ! I am 
now going to be treated juſt as you have been before 
me: 

Hon. Thoſe abominable books 5 Hark ye, 
huſſy! you ſhall have no novel to amuſe you Get a- 


long, I ſay Nor no pen and ink to ſerawl letters — 
_ Why don't you go Nor no truſty companion, 


Get along —— I'll have you lock'd up this inſtant, 
„ eee eee Warm 
cuſtody. 

Polly. Indeed, papa, Fon need not give my mama 
fo much trouble. I have 

Hon. Get along, I ſay. 

Polly, I have read of ſuch things as ; ladders of 
rope - | | 

Hon. Out of my aght! N 

Polly. Or of eſcaping out of window, by 'ying the 
| ſheets together: 15 

Hen. Hark ye, huſſy— 

Polly. Or of throwing one's ſelf into the ſtreet u- 
* a feather-· bed F 

C 2 Hon. 
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Hen. I'll turn you out of doors | 
'  » Polly. Or of being catch'd in a gentleman's arms--- 

Hen. Zouns, | by | ER 

Hor. Will you be gone? [ Exeunt, both talking. 

Scene changes to PoLLY's apartment. 
Euter SeninzI E, diſguiſed in a liwery. 

So !——In this diſguiſe Miſtreſs Nurſe has brought 
me hither ſafe and undiſcovered. — Now for Miss 
Polly ! here's her letter: a true picture of her .non- 
lenſical. ſelf ! —— «© To my deareſt Mr. Scribble.“ 


[ Reading the directien.] And the ſeal Two Doves Bil 
ling, with this motto: , 


We two, 
„% When we wooe,, 
«4 Bit and cove.” 


e 24h bond) a plain proof Fkan'e kde A 

trouble with her. Pl make ſhort work ont 
- 1a Carey her off to-day, if poſſible —— Clap up a 
marriage at once, and then down upon our marrow- 
0 and ask pardon and bleſſing of papa and ma- 

[ Naiſe avithout.} Here ſhe comes. 

wag" without. Get along, Tſay, Vue. to 22 
| hunden. huſſy! 
Polly, rwwithout. Well, papa, I am 

Scrib. O the devil! Her father coming up 
with her What ſhall I do? [Running about.] 
Where ſhall I hide myſelf : ſhall certainly be 
| diſcovered. I'll get up the chimney.——Zouns ! 
they are juſt here Ten to one the old cuff may 
not ſta with her—T'll-pop.i into dar clover. \ © 1998 
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Enter HONEYCOMBE and POLLY. 
Hon. Here, Miſtreſs Malapert, ſtay here, if you 


' pleaſe, and chew the cud of diſobedience and miſ- 


chief in private. 

Polly. Very well, papa! 

Hon, Very well !---W hat ! you, are ſulky now! 
Hark ye, huſſy, you are a ſaucy minx, and it's not 
very well. I have a good mind to keep you upon 
bread and water this month. DP'l-Pll—But Pl ſay 
no more Il lock you up, and carry the key to 
your mama Shell take care of you.—— You will 
have Mr. Scribble. Let's ſee how he can get to 
you now. [ Shewing the key.] 


_y 


Exit, bocking the Ae. 


Pol Lx, alone. 
And ſo 1 will have Mr. Scrib8le too, do what you 


can, Old Sguaretoes I am provided with pen, ink, 


and paper, in ſpite of their teeth. I remember that 

Clariſſa had cunning drawers made on purpoſe to ſe- 

cure thoſe things, in caſe of an accident — Iam ve- 

ry glad I have had caution enough to provide myſelf 
with the ſame implements of intrigue, tho' with a 

little more ingenuity.— Indeed now they make ftan- 
diſhes, and tea-cheſts, and dreſſing- boxes, in all forts 
of ſhapes and figures But mine are of my own 
invention. Here I have got an excellent ink-horn 
in. my pin- cuſhion— And a caſe of pens, and ſome - 
paper, in my fan. [ Produces them.] I will write to 
Mr. Scribble immediately. I ſhall certainly fee him 
eaves-dropping about our door the firſt opportunity, 
and then I'll toſs it to him out of the window. 

6 8 2 . [Sits down to Write. 


C 3 | SCRIBBLE 
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SCRIBBLE putting his head aut of the dur of the cl/et: 


A clear coaſt, I find-— The old codger's gone, 
and has lock'd me up with his daughter So mach. 
the better Pretty foul! What is ſhe about * 
Writing !A letter to me, Pl! bet ten to one 
PH go and anſwer it in propria fer/ond. 

[Comes forward, and fands behind Boll; lool 
ing over ber writing. | 
Polly, writing. © Me——in—yout—Arms. — 

Zet me ſee What have I written? ae 

* My deareſt dear, Mr. n | 

Scrib, I thought ſo! | TTY. 

Poly, reading. I am now writing in the moſt: 
« cruel confinement. Fly then, oh fly to me on the 
wings of love, releaſe me from this horrid goal, 
and impriſon me in your arms.” 

Scribble. That I wi with all-my heart, [Enbrac- 
ing ber. 
; * 0 Oh! debe 1 

Scrib. O the devil !----why do you ſcream "FIR 
Eſhall be diſcovered in ſpite of fortune. [running about. * 

Polly. Bleſs me! is it you? Huſh! [running to the 
door.] Here's my father coming up ſtairs, I proteſt. 

Scrib. What the duee ſhall I do?; PI run 
into the cloſet again. 
Poly. O no! he'll ſearch the cloſet. — 
here's no time to---he's here get under the table 
{Scribble Sin. -Lie ſtill What ſhall I ſay ? ¶ fits 


down by the table.] 
Eur Hon EY ON x. 


Him, How now ? huſly What's all this noiſe ? 
Polly. 


1 5 
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Doeh. Sir! Laſecung ſurpriſi. 

Hon, What made you ſcream ſo violently Y 
Polly. Scream] papa ? 
Hon. Scream! papa ?---Ay, ſcream, hufly !---What 
made you ſcream?. I ſay. 


Poly. Lord, Papa, I have never opened my lips, 


bat have been in a philoſophical reverie ever fince - 


vou left me. 
Hon. I am ſure I thought F keard-———Bot hew 


aow, huſfy! what's here ?——pens——ink——and 


How came you by 


theſe 80! fol fine contrivances . [examining 


then And a letter begun too cruel con- 


« finement----wings of love your arms.“ [read- 
ing]-Ah, you forward flut I.—But I am glad 1 have 
diſcovered this L 'I ſeize theſe moveables. 
So! ſo! now write, if you can Nobody ſhall 


come near you----Send to him, if you.can.----Now 


ſee how Mr. Scr:bble will get at you.----Now I have 
you ſafe, miſtreſs - and now---ha ! ha !---now you 
may make love to the table. [Extr, locking the door, 
Polly. So I will.---We'll turn the tables upon you. 


Come, Mr. Scribble 


Scrib. Here am I, my love! This is lucky, 
and droll too.----Under the table! ha! ha! ha! this 


is like making love in a pantomime---But my dear, | 


you ſhould not have ſcreamed fo. 


Polly. Lord, who thought of you ?---I was as much | 
ſurpriſed as Sophy Weftern, when the ſaw Tom Janes 


in the looking * what brought you here , 
. &crib. Love. 
- Polly. What put you into that habit? 


. Scrib. You and love, my dear Polly, — wear 
your livery, 


Polly. 


— — — w—_ ——— —— — — - 
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Polly. Lord! how well i it becomes ae why 
a livery ? Mr. Scribble. 
Scrib, Only to carry on our affair more Wan 
à little amour in. maſquerade. Do you know me? 
en ] 
. "Polly. Comical creature But how. ddl Tow! bet 
1 7 
Scrib, Under this diſguiſe, I pretended. buſineſs to 
the Nurſe, and ſhe brought me hither. 
_ Polly. Admirable!---this. is a molt WA ad- 
venture... . 
Scrib, Isn't at 3* 
- Polly. And. have. you rally 4 incere pain for 
me? 
Serib. A . paſſion b as the needle to | 
the pole, or the dial to the ſun.—— 4 
Polly. But Mr. Scribble! 
Scrib.. My dear! | 
a Folhy. D'ye think I am as handſome as ; Clarif, 
or Clementina, or Pamela, or Sophy Weſtern, or Amelia, 
or Narci//a, or | 
Scrib. Handſome — are A conſtellation of all 
their beauties blended together. ——Clari/a, and 
Sophy, and the reſt of them, were but mere types of 
you.----But my little charmer, what was the mean- 
of all that uproar I heard juſt now, and of ”—= be- 


ing locked up in this manner? 


Polly. You, 

Scrib. 17 

' Polly. Yes, you. Vou was che meaning of it. They 
brought me an odious fellow for an huſband; and 


ſo I told them that he was my utter averſion; that 


I was enamoured with you, and you alone; and that 
| | 4 my 


* aw 
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my attachment was inviolable. to my dear Mr. 
Scribble. 

; Scrib. The duce you did! You-need not bluſh t to 
own your paſſion for me, to be ſure—But things 
were not quite ripe for that. yet. 

© Polly, Yes, but they were ripe, and ripe 8388 


— What! d'ye think I don” t know how to manage 


for the beſt ?- 

Scrib..Q. to be ſure! but then this being kept un- 
der lock and key, like the old T 8 ** 
box, ſpoils the fineſt ſcheme. 

Pally. What ſcheme? 
© Crib, Why, a ſcheme to bring matters to iſſue at 
once. I was in hopes of ſecuring you for ever this 
very day. intended. to, have ſtolen ſlily down 
ſtairs with you, made a ſilent eſcape into the ſtreet, 
have ſqueezed you into a chair in a twinkling, had 


you conveyed to my lodgings, and have ſtrutted thi- 


ther with a * By your leave, * before your 
chair, in this livery. 
x Polly. A moſt excellent contrivance e muſt 
put it in execution How can we manage it ? —— 
Let's make our eſcape out of the window ! 

Serib. I muſt heg to be excuſed. 
Polhy. Let us force the lock then or take off 
the ſcrews of it or. ſuppoſe we ſhould contrive to 
nn [ noiſe at the dbor. I 

Scrib. *Sdeath ! here's ſomebody. coming. | 

Polly, Huſh |!——Stay l=——[ running to the 4 and 
ſerping through the key-hole. ]J-—O no! it's only 
Nurſe, 


After unlocking the door, enter Nuxks E. 


Nurse. Well, Chicken! — Where's Mr. Scribble? 
Scrib. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Scrib. O, Mrs. Nurſe, i is It you !——T am hearti- 
ly glad to ſee you. 

Polly. Oh Nurſee! you frighted us out of our little 
wits, I thought it had been papa or mama. 

Nurſe. Ah, Chicken, I've taken care of your mama. 
hut I muſt not ſtay long - Mr. Honęycombe brought 
Ker the key in a parlous fury, with orders to let no- 
body go near you, except himſelfr.——But I. 
can't chuſe but laugh prevailed on Madam to 
take a glaſs extraordinary of her cordial, and have 
left her faſt aſleep in her own chamber. 

Polly. The luckieſt thing in the world! Now, 
Mr. Scribble, we may put your ſtratagem in practice 
this inſtant. 

Scrib. With all my heart, —l will we were out of 
the houſe. 13 | 

Polly. Away, away ben! 

Nurſe. Softly, Chicken, ſoftly 1---Let me go be- 
fore, to ſee that there's. nobody in the way. Come 
gently down ſtairs, PII ſet open the door of your 
Tage, and then yo may take wing as faſt as you 
pleaſe.---Ah, you're a ſweet pair of turtles Come 
along. 

Scrib. Turtles indeed! Come, my dear! — We 
wo, when we wooe,: bill and cooe. 

* Polly. Very well!----You're to walk before my 
chair, remember This is the fineſt adventure 
* ever had in my life! 

a | [Extunt, Lanny. þ the Nurſe. 


* 


Scent 
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4 Scene changes to Mrs. HontycomBe”s apartment. 


Mrs. HoxEzYcomBe alone ,---/ereral pbiali on the table, 
with labels. 

1 am not at all well to: day. ¶ Yawns, as if juf 
waking. ]---Such a quantity of tea in a morning, 
makes one quite nervous---and Mr. Honeycombe does 
not chuſe it qualified. I have ſuch a'dizzineſs in 
my head, it abſolutely turns round with me.---T 
don't think neither that the hyſteric water is warm 
enough far my ſtomach. ———..] muſt ſpeak to Mr. 


Julep to order me ſomething. rather more — 


able. 


- 


Enter Nuxs E. 


Nurſe. Did you call, Ma'am ? 

Mrs. Hon. 'Oh Nurſe, 1s it you? —— No, I did 
not call---Where's Mr. Honeycombe ? 

Nur/e. Below ftairs in the parlaur, Madam.---I 


did not think ſhe'd have wak'd ſo ſoon I If ſhe 


ſhould miſs the key now, before I've an oppartunity 
to lay it down again! [A/ide.] 
Mrs. Hon. What d'ye fay? Nurſe! 


- Narſe. Say? Ma'am !——Say!—— I fay, I hope 


you're a little better, Ma' am! 

Mrs. Hon. Oh Nurſe, I am Perfectly giddy with 
my nerves, and ſo low ſpirited. h 

Nurſe. Poor gentlewoman! ſuppoſe I give you a 


ſup out of the caſe of Italian cordials, Ma'am! that 


was ſent as a preſent from Mr. What-d*ye-call-him, 
in Cratched-Fryars—the Italian merchant with the 
long name. 

Mrs. Hon. Filthy poiſon ! don't mention it !— 


Faugh! I hate the very names of them. Von 
know, 


— — 
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know, Nurſe, I never touch. any cordials, but what 
come from the apothecary's What o'clock is it? 
- een't it time to take my draught? 

Nurſe. By my troth, I believe it is Let me ſee, 
I believe this is it —— [Takes up a phial, and ſlips 
the key upon the table.] % The Stomachic Draught to 
« be taken an hour before dinner. For Mrs Honey- 
« combe. [reading the labal.]— Ay, this is it—By 
my troth, I am glad I've got * of the 90 . 
Asa. 

Mrs. Hon. Come then Pour it into a tea cup and 
give it me.— I'm afraid I can't take it. It goes ſad- 
ly againſt me. 

. While fhe is drinking, W 9 
Run, John, run !— After them immediately 
Harry, do you run too. Stick cloſe to Mr. Ledger 

—— Don't return without them for your life 

Nurſe. Good lack! good lack ! they're diſcoveretl 
as ſure as the day. [A ſde.] | 

Mrs. Hen. Lord, Nurfe, what's the matter? 

Nur/e. I don't know, by my troth. 


Enter HoNEYCOMBE. - | 

Mrs. Hon. O, my ſweeting, I am glad you are 
come. was ſo frighted about you. [ Ri/es, and ſeems 
Auſorder d. wa 
Hon. Zouns, my dear 
Mrs. Han. O. don't ſwear, my deareſt! 
_ Hon. Zouns, it's enough to make a parſon ſwear 
Fou have let, Poliy eſcape She s run ayay 
| with a fellow. 

| Mrs. Hon. You perfectly aſtoniſh me, my dear 
— can't poſſibly oonceive My poor head 
aches too to ſuch. a degree Where's the key of her 
chamber? [Seems diſorder'd. 
; Nurſe. 
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Nurse. Here, Madam, here it is. 
Hon. Zouns, I tell you 
Mrs. Hon. Why, here's the key, my Gweeting? 
It's abſolutely impoſſible —it has lain here ever 
fince you brought it me—not a ſoul has touched it 

have they, Nurſe ? [difordered.] 
| Nurſe, Not a creature, I'll take my bible oath on't. 

Hon. I tell you, ſhe's gone.—I'm ſure on't—Mrg 
Ledger ſaw a ſtrange footman put her into a chair, at 
the corner of the ſtreet—and he and John, and 1 
whole poſle, are gone in purſuit of them, 

Mrs. Hon, This is the moſt extraordinary circum- 
ftance——It's quite beyond my comprehenfion-—-But 
my ſweeting muſt not be angry with his own dear 
wife—it was not her fault. [ fondling.] 

Hon. Nay, my love, don't trifle now ! —. 

Mrs. Hon, I muſt — I will 

Hon. Zouns, my dear, be quiet I ſhall have my 
girl ruined for ever. 

Ledger, without. This way—this way—bring them 
along! | 

Hen. Hark'! they're coming—Mr. Ledger has over- 
taken them—they're here. | 

Ledger, without, Here — Mr. Honeycombe is in n | 
room Come along! 


% 


Enter LRDOER, PoLLY, and SCRIBBLE, with Mo 1 
wants. 5 


Ledger. Here they are, Mr. Honeycombe We've 
brought them back again. Here they are, Ma- 
Hon. Hark ye, huſfy! I have a good mind to turn 
= out of doors again immediately.—-You are a 
to your famuly.——You're a ſhame to | 
* | Mr. 
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Mrs. Hon. Stay, my dear, don't you put yourſelf 

inta ſuch a paſſion !——Pglh, obſerve what I ſay to 

you—Let me know the whole circumſtances of this 


affair——l don” t at all underſtand— Tell me, 1 


ſay— [4 ;ſerder'd. ] 
Hon. Zouns! I have no patience. — Hark ye, 
buffy! Where was you going ? Who does 


this. fellow belong to '——Where does he live — 


Who 1 is he? 
. Polly. That gentleman, papa, is Mr. Scribble, 
Hon. This! is this Mr. Scribble ? | 
Scrib. The very man, Sir, at your ſervice——An 
humble admirer of Miſs Honeycombe's. | 
Polly. Ves, papa, that's Mr. Scribble. The ſo- 
vereign of my heart The ſole object of my affec- 


tions. 
Mrs. Hon. What can be the meaning of all this ? 


Hon. Why you beggarly ſlut!— What, would 
you run away from your * with a fellow in li- 
very ? a footman ? 

Polly. A footman ! ha! ba ha! very good; a 
footman | ——— 

Scrib. A footman, eh, my dear 2 errand 
boy Les A ſcoundrel fellow in livery-—A good 
joke, faith! [ Laughing with Polly.] 

Polly. Why, papa, don't you know that every 
gentleman diſguiſes himſelf in the courſe of an amour? 
Don't you remember that Bob Lovelace diſguiſed 
himſelf like an old man? and Tom Ramble like an old 
woman? No adventure can be rare on * 
Out it. 

Hon. She's certainly mad—faark mad. LL 
ye, Sir! Who are you ?——PIl have you ſent to the 


Compter—You ſhall give an account of yourſelf be- 


fore my Lord Mayor. 
Scrib. 


f 
) 
a 
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Serib. What care I for my Lord Mayor, or the 
whole court of Aldermen ? Hark ye, old Grey- 
beard, I am a gentleman A gentleman as well 
known as any in the city, a 

Mer. Hon. Upon my word, I believe ſo.— He ſeems 
1 very proper gentleman- like young perſon. 

Ledger. As well known as any in the city -I don't 
believe it—He's no good 12 am ſure he” s not 


known upon Change. 


Scrib. Damme, Sir, what d'ye mean? 
Ledger. Oho! Mr. Gentleman, is it you ?——l 
thought I knew your voice—Ay, and your face too. 
Pray, Sir, don't you live with Mr. T; raverſe, 
the attorney, of Gracechurch- Street Did not you 
come to me laſt week about a policy of inſurance? 


, * Serib. O the devil! [afide.]. I come to you ? Sir! 


I never ſaw your face before; [to Ledger. ] 
Nurſe. Good lack! he'll certainly be diſcovered. 


Hon. An attorney's clerk Hark ye, friend 

Scrib. Egad, I'd beſt ſneak off before it's worſe. 
kroung. ] 

Hon. Hark ye, wo _ 7 [to Nurſe. J—l begin 
to ſuſpect Have not J heard you ſpeak of a kinſman, 
Clerk to Mr. Traver/e ? ——— Stop him? 

Scrib. Hands off, Gentlemen Well then—I 
do go through a little buſineſs for Mr. Traverſe— 
What then? What have you to ſay to me now ? Sir! 
- Poll. Do pray, mama, take Mr, 
Scribbles part, pray do! 

Nurſe. Do, Ma'am, ſpeak a good 
word for him. 

Mrs. Hon. I underſtand ape gt at 
75 7 * matter. 


Apart, .avhile 
they are ſearch- 
ing Scribble. 


* Eis 
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Hon. Hark ye, woman! He s your nephew 
n ſure on't— I'll turn you, out of n 
immediately. Vou ſhall be 
Nurſe, I beg upon my knees that your 8 
would forgive me II meant no harm, Heaven a- 
bove knows {Nurſe kneeling. 
Hen. No harm! what to marry my daughter to 
ul have you ſent to Newgate——-And you, 
[zo Polly.] you ſorry baggage 3 d'ye ſee what you 
was about ?——You was running away with a beg- 
gar With your nurſe's nephew, huſly ! 


Polly. Lord, papa, what ſignifies whoſe nephew 


he is? He may be ne'er the worſe for that. Who 
knows but he may be a foundling, and a gentleman's 


ſon, as well as Tom Tones 5 —————-My mind 1 1 by eſolved, 


and nothing ſhall ever alter it. 
Scrib. Bravo, Miſs Polly /A fine generous ſpip 
rit, faith! 
Hun. Youre an N ſlut You're un 
done, 
Mrs. Hon. N ay, but look ye, Polly ! —— Mind me, 
child !——You know that I 
Polly. As for my poor mama here, you * Sir, 
the is a little in the nervous way this morning 
When ſhe comes to herſelf, and Mr. Julep's draughts 
have taken a proper effect, ſhe'll be ee I am 
in the right. 
Hon. Hold your impertinence !—Hark ye, Polly— 
Polly. You, my angelic Mr. Scribble—[to Scribble.] 
Scrib. Ma chere adorable ! 
Polh. You may depend on my conſtancy and af- 
feftion. I never read of any lady's giving up her 
Euer to ſubmit to the abſurd election of her pa- 
_— 


* % 
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rents. I'll have you, let what will be the conſe- 
PlI have you, though we go thro? 


as many diftreſſes as Booth and. Amelia. 
Hon. Peace, huſly ! 


Polly. As for you, you odious Auch, [to Ledger] 
how could they ever imagine that I ſhould dream of 


ſuch a creature? A great he-monſter! I would as 


ſoon be married to the Szaffordbire giant — I hate 


you. You are as deceitful:as Bil, as rude as the 
Harlowes, and as ugly. as Doctor Sap. Exit. 
- Ledger. Mighty well, Miſs, mighty well! 
Kcrib. Prodigious humour! high fun, faith! 


Hon. She's downright raving —Mad as a March 


hare——— [1 put her into Bedlam [l ſend 
her to her relations in the country ——=—]'11 have 
her ſhut up in a nunnery—— P11 

. Mrs. Hon. Come, my ſweeting, don't make your 


dear ſelf ſo uneaſy - Don't 


Hon. Hark you; woman, [ro the Nur/e] I'll have 
you committed to Newgate. 11— 
Nurſe. Pray, your dear honour! [ Knceling.] 
Han. As for you, Sir! [ro Scribble] — Hark ye, 
Stripling 
Scrib. Nay, nay, old gentleman, no bouncing !--- 
You're miſtaken in your man, Sir! I know what Pm 
abont. 
Hon. Zouns, Sir, 2 I know -—— » 
Scrib. Ves, Sir, and IL know that I've done nothing 


contrary to the twenty-fixth of the King Above a 


month ago, Sir, I took lodgings in Miſs Polly's 


name and mine, in the pariſh of St. George's in the 


Fields. The banns have been asked three times, 


and I could have married Miſs Polly to-day—80 


much for that. And ſo, Sir, your ſervant.— 


$0. POLLY HoxntYComMneE. 
If you offer to detain me, I ſhall bring my action on 
the caſe for falſe impriſonment, ſue out a bill of 

Middleſex, and upon a non eft inventus, if you ab- 

ſcond, a latitat, then an alias, a pluries, a non omittat, 

and fo on Or perhaps I may indi& you at the 
ſeſſions, bring the affair by certiorari into bancum re- 
gts, et cetera, et cætera, et cætera.— And now —— 
Stop me at your peril. 1 ¶ Exit. 

| [pile Scribble ſpeaks Nurſe freaks ff.] 

Hon. I am ftunn'd with his jargon, and confound- 
ed at his impudence. Pl put an end to this mat 
ter at once—— Mr, Ledger, you. ſhall marry my 
daughter to-morrow morning. 

Ledger. Not I indeed, my friend! I give pn my in- 
tereſt i in her—— She'd make a terrible wife for a ſo- 
ber citizen. Who can anſwer for her behaviour? 
I would not underwrite her for ninety per cent.. 

[Exit. 

Hon. See there! ſee there — girl is undone. 
Her character is ruined with all the world 
Theſe damn'd, ſtory books What ſhall we do? 

' Mrs. Honeycombe, what ſhall we do? 

I! Mrs. Hen. Look ye, my r! you've been wrong 
N in every particular —— 
| Hon. Wrong | -—— I! Wrong! 

Mrs. Hon. Quite wrong, my dear |—T would not 
expoſe you before .company---My tenderneſs, you 
know, is ſo great — But leave the whole affair to 
me - You are too violent Go, my dear, go 
and compoſe yourſelf, and I'll ſet all matters to rights 
wn | Going turns back.) Don't you do any thing of 
your own head now—Truſt it all to me, my dear! 
ze ſure you do, my love! | [Exit. 
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Potty HontycomsBe. 31 
Hon. | alone.] Zouns, I ſhall run mad with vexati- 
en—I ſhall Was ever man ſo heartily provoked ? 
— You fee” now, Gentlemen, [ coming forward to the 
audience] what a ſituation I am in !——Inſtead of hap- 
pineſs and jollity, - My friends and family about 
me,—A wedding and a dance, — And every thing as 
it ſhould be;—Here am I, left by myſelf,---Deſert- 
ed by my intended ſon-in-law, Bully'd by an at- 
torney's clerk, My daughter mad, My wife in the 
vapours,—And alls, in confuſion, This comes 
of cordials and novels.——Zouns, your Stomachicks 
are the devil And a man might as well turn his 
daughter looſe in l 2G, as truſt the culti> 
vation of her mind to 


A CIRCULATING LIBRARY. 


EPI- 


Written, by Mr. GA RR ICK.. 


Spoken by. Miſs POPE. 


Enter, as POLLY, laughing —Ha! ha! ha! 


M-.. poor Papa's in woeful agitation — 
* While I, the cauſe, feel. here, [ſtriking her bo- 
ſom, ] no palpitation—. 
Ve Girls of Reading, and ſuperior notions, - 
Who from the fountain bead drink love's fevert potions, . 
Pity our parents, when ſuch paſſion blinds 'em, | 
One hears the good folks rave. One never minds em. 
Till theſe dear books infus'd their ſoft ingredients, 
Abbam'd and fearful, I was all Obedience. 
Then my good Father did not florm in vain, 
I Bluſh'd and cry'd---I'll ne'er do fo again: 
But now-no bugbears can my ſpirit tame, 
De conquer'd Fear---And almoſt conguer d Shame: 
So much theſe Dear Inſtructom change and win ut, 
Without their light wwe nec er ſhould know what's in us : 
Here auf at once ſupply our childiſb wants--- 
Novels are Hotbeds for your forward Plants. 
Not only Sentiments refine the /oul,- 
But hence ve learn to be the Smart and Drole; 
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Tach awkward circumſtance for laughter ſerons, 
From Nut/e's nonſenſe to my Mother's NERVES. 


Tho' Parents tells us, that our genius lies 
In mending linnen and in making pies, 
T Jet ſuch formal precepts at defiance 
That preach up prudence, neatne/s, and compliance; 
Leap theſe old bounds, and boldly ſet the pattern, 
To be a Wit, Philoſopher, and Aattern 


O! did all maid: and wives my ſpirit feel, 
Vid make this top/y-turwoy world to rue: 
Let ut to arms Our Fathers, Hurbandi, dare 
Novels will teach us all the Art of War : 
Our Tongues will ſerve for Trumpet and for Drums 
PII be your Leader---General Honevcoms ! 


Too long has human nature gone aſtray, 

| Daughters ſpouli go vern, Parents ſhould obey 3 

Man fhou'd ſubmit, the moment that he eds, 

Aud hearts of oak ſhou'd yield to wiſer heads : 

1 fee you fmile, bold Britons !--- But tis true 

Feat You the French; Bus let your Wives beat Lou. 


— 


